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Summary: Another Quick Drabble - (Sorry if this is badly written, I'm 
rushing to upload documents and I haven't revised this in a year) . A 
flustered Peeta Mellark speaks to his life-long crush Katniss 
Everdeen for the first time - in technology class. 


Humble Beginnings 

**Another quick drabble. Sorry for the recent inactivity, I'd been 
participating in activities across the state that required vigorous 
studying, but I am back! I'll be uploading a few drabbles over the 
course of the weekend to tide you over while I type out the next few 
chapters of "Snowflakes on Dandelions".** 

* *DISCLAIMER : I do not own the Hunger Games.** 


1 . KPOV 

Buttons on the keyboard click-clacked as her fingers flew across 
them, a 4,780 line code in progress. 

She loved technology class; where she could forget about the Seam, 
the games . . . 

...the debts she had to repay. 

District 12 High School's website is being programmed by her, Katniss 
Everdeen. Never in her life has she felt so meaningful. 

2 . PPOV 

Wiping his sweaty palms on the insides of his pockets, Peeta Mellark 
took a deep, reassuring breath. Once again, he smoothed out his 
syllabus and skimmed the paper. 



_Computer Eight. _ 

Dear God. He's right next to her. 


Letting out a shaky breath, Peeta pulls out his 
chair . 

* *_SQUEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAK . _* * 

_That was rather loud._ 

Cringing, the flustered boy took a seat at his desk, hoping he 
wouldn't humiliate himself further. 

**_SQUEAK !_** 

_This chair must be ancient. _ 

_You're only sitting next to the girl you've been madly in love with 
for years, no big deal. Breathe. _ 

Powering on the computer, Peeta finds the ounce of courage he needs 
to turn. 

Their eyes meet. 

"Hi." He whispers, running a hand limply through his 
hair . 

"Hi . " 


End 
f lie . 



